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1 HK I'HIL.IIMMM': !'ROBI.K>l: ISJ»S1M3.By Frederick Chamberlin,
;iuthor of "Around the World in
Ninety Days." etc. Illustrated.
Boston: Little. Brown & Co.

NOT until the last chapter of this
highly important study is Mr.
Chamberlin ready to state definitelythe problem put up to

the United States by the Philppines.The eleven chapters leading up
to this problematic one go into a capable.

(
^ 11-around examination of the islands.
These constitute, in substance, a plain,
businesslike accounting of the stewardshipof the United .States in this quarter
forgthe last fifteen years. Their special
ooint here is to lav a rational foundationfor the consideration of the problem
tself. Inddt ntally, of course, these preliminarychapters hold out to the general
'eader a broail. concrete view of the Philippinesas they are today, backed darkly
by what th« v were at the beginning of
this new order. The first chapter gives
just so much of the geography and historyof the islands as is needed to define
broadly the nature and something of the
proportions of the task assumed by the
I'nlted States. Following is a summary
i>f what has been done since lM»s. IJ.sted
among the aehievements here are the establishmentof an adequate government,
the founding of schools with industrial
tmining and instruction in sanitation at
the top of the courses of study, a generalsystem of compulsory sanitation,
good roads, an increase of railroad mileageand electrical communication, postal
eavings banks At every step of the surveyMr. Chamberlin makes a special point
of appraising the Filipino himseif in this
activity, his attitude, his aptitude, and
the general efficiency with which he takes
part in this progression. Finally stated,
the problem-whose urgency grows under
persistent agitation for an immediate solution.isa familiar one. What to do
with the Philippines? Three choices

, «merge from the problem itself. To witli!r»wcompletely, leaving the islands to

"independence." To withdraw in part
p ily, reserving to ourselves certain powersand duties. To continue till some remoterday than this the course laid down
by the United States in 1898- Mr. Chamberlln'ssolution looks like the only logic
uf the case. It is, however, a provocative
answer, bound to bring protest from a
certain kind of sentimentalist, and one
brand of politician, and one order of academic-mindedman. In the meanwhile,
hough, the general reader Is able to
cather from this study a dependable and
leepjy Interesting bodv of facts concernngpresent conditions in the Philippines.
FOOD AND FLAVOR. By Henry T.

Finck. New York: The Century
Company.
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jut that what food one actually needs
may be bought for 10 cents a day. What
s spent above this sum goes chiefly for
Savor, for what tastes good and sets the
wells of appetite and digestion flowing.
Mr. Finck Is. as yet, the first writer to
give to flavor, to palatability. the proportionedconsideration required by its iml»ortance."In this office he stands as the
sole preacher of Luther Burbank's gospelof" the uses of palatability in food,
of the arts of producing it. Having studedall Europe in respect to its foods, Mr.
Finck grades its different countries accordingto the science and art of good
eating. Transferring the standard so acquiredto this side of the water, he is
compelled by the facts in the case to
place America discouragingly lotv In the
list. And this notwithstanding the fact
that America possesses material of such
abundance and quality and variety as to
set it indisputably at the top. To demonstratethe existence of this material, to
point broadly to its most Important uses
and treatment, and to make what Mr.
Finck calls a "knockdown" argument in
support of both the physiologic and commercialclaims of flavor in foods, is the
object of this arresting book. A plain,
condemnatory chapter on "denatured"
foods sets out the practices of manufacturersin their efTorts to make bread out
of stones, and meat out of miscellaneous
odds and ends calculated to make a mere
serpent look like an epicurean delicacy.
\t this point, too, he exposes the flamboyantartistry employed in painting up
foods for those who "eat with their
eyes." It is an authoritative. Instructive
and communicable survey of food essen«»1M V k.-. 1 «
i.ais uuiii uic ^Ktuupuiiu CHU9CU v> ine
author, flavor !n food. It 1b In no sense
a cook book, rather the foundation of all
dependable cook books. The volume is
very properly dedicated to the two patron
s »ints of foods, Luther Burbank and Dr.
Wiley.
I RK VmiJTII ABOUT SOCIALISM. Bv

Allan Lt. Benson, author of "Social-
ism Made Plain," etc. New York"
B. W. Huebsch

i The conspicuous feature of this discussionis its driving force. Mr. Benson tells
nothing new about socialism. What he
does do ia to pick out and throw away
every scrap of fat and waste left clinging
to the subject.old notions, outworn methods,attitudes suited only to an earlier
day and circumstance. What is left he
gathers into the clean inuscle-and-bone
of socialism, and offers It as the only«afe and sane guide to the economic and
political present. This is undeniahlv the
outiopk of the advocate, the partisan, the
hamplon. Mr. Benson, socialist makes

oig promises and works valiantly to reasonout their fulfillment. No longer, as
In the day of Karl Marx, is revolution
ihe watchword of this party. In canny
fashion socialism has appropriated the
viewpoint of science, claiming place as
proof. In single point, of the workings of
evolution. Competition is an outworn
stage of industry- Combinations, trusts
f you please, are but the inevitable next
»tep in the evolutionary process. Childish
ro attempt either regulation or exterminationof this exponent of an invinciblelaw. Let the people, through their
governments and by the peaceful power
>t vote*, take over these gigantic agents
->£ Industry.and socialism is here In effect.tho rest being but mere matters of
administrative detail. And just here Mr.
Benson grows cloudy. Not so cloudy as
Tii© majority of socialist expositors benmeat this crucial point, but enough
so to make one wish he had called 1n

"captain of Industry" to tell him.if
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j he would.just how the thin* might be
done. This story of Mr. Benson's is a
familiar one, but no such narrator as he
has hitherto appeared. His words beat
like heavy hailstones. His sentences

1 pound like a rapid*firing gun. He talks
on the common man's level, straight
across. There is no one better than Mr.
Benson to give one just what the socialistdoes believe today, just what he is
trying to do for tomorrow.

REFLECTIONS OF A_ BEGINNING
HUSBAND. By Edward Sandford
Martin, author of "Lucid Intervals,''
etc. New York: Harper & Bros.

Cordelia, and. in due season, the Baby,
oecome, quite naturally, endlessly provocativesources of pause and reflection to
this "beginning husband." These providethe medium through which he examinesand challenges life. By means of
the one he qualifies to give points on the
agitating woman question, and by way of
the other, to pass in sapient comment on
the troublesome business of education.
The resourceful energy of a new job enlivensthese reflections. The expansive
self-confidence of the new husband and
father swells them. In the light of Cordelia,the young man seizes the whole
woman problem, beating and dusting it,
sunning and airing it. He turns it this
side out to show the ups and downs of the
old notion of woman as hoinemaker. Reversingit, he exhibits the heights and
depths of woman in business and politics.
He allows, too, a wide border to the upcomingyoung women <al! of whom look
astonishingly like Cordelia) that are
headed toward neither of these goals, but,
instead, are tremendously busy just butterflyingabout. As yet. however, he
credits Cordelia with an honorable pro
fession, that of ministering to happiness.

J "Cordelia ministers to Matilda Finn's
j happiness, and Matilda cooks and does
! all the other things that need to be done
in a flat; and Cordelia ministers to my
happiness remarkably and 1 like to have
her stick to her profession." When It
comes to his son the new father blossoms
into "views" about education, tracing, innocent-wise,the series of blind alleys in
and out of which it, for the most part,
meanders from year to year. An ingenuousmanner, and amount of seeing things
as they are, with a droll and amusing use
of words, make a very entertaining person
of-this young man, who lias any number
of worth while tilings to say.

THE TORCH BEARER: A Cam*
Fire Girls' Story. By I. T. Thurston,
author of "The Bishop's Shadow,"
etc. Illustrated. New York: FlemingH. Revell Company.

The Camp Fire Girls of America will
gather Innumerable recruits out of this
good story alone. Any healthy, normal
girl reading it will be unable to resist
and, like bee to clover bed, will she betakeherself in haste to the most nearbyof the orders recruiting stations. The
story Is that of a group of girls.real
girls and every sort of girl.brought togetherunder the truly beautiful ritual
of the camp fire, and living in the light
and happy bonds of the society. In a tent
life of the woods they divide work and
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| 4/TVE been conductor on trains that
I fled, roaring through the midnight

storm like some lost spirit of the
underworld, fleeing from the wrath of

heaven," said Conductor Heflin of the
Southern railroad, "and I've taken through
specials that rollicked and reeled drunkenlyalong the rails, teetering, now on this
whepl, now on that, like a -dancer,
with the odds even that bur eighty-mile'an-hour guit would shoot us off the
next curve into some quiet pastoral scene

I .and destruction. But I've never taaen
such a ride as was ridden by a guileless
old darky from the backwoods, the time

he sat on a runaway caboose and shot
like a 'rush' telegram down the Happy
Creek grade from top to foot of the Blue
Ridge mountains.
"I was working over on the Manassas

Gap branch; it crosses the Blue Ridge
mountains about seventy-five miles south
of Washington at a little hamlet called

1 Linden, my home place. From the crest
of the gap at Linden the road runs

steeply down the flanks of the mountains,
following the bend of Happy Creek and
twisting as crooked as a snake dying
with convulsions from swallowing a corkscrew.For five or six miles it runs thus,
then, at the foot of the mountain it
makes a sharp lift for half a mile over
a little spur, and thence runs off on to
the broad reaches of the Shenandoah
valley. About two miles beyond the top
of this little half-mile reverse grade, is
the town of Front Royal.

*
* *

"This little Linden place Is a great
point for shipping cattle from the back
counties and, this time, I'd been sent up
there with a train of empty cattle cars
--! -» Vl_ , v. . t'
IU uring QUWli <X u15 UUIIMI ui oicci n umi

had been driven In from over Rappahannockcounty way. There are no railroadsover there, and the negroes look
upon It as the summit of bliss to drive
a herd over to Idnden to the 'c>'ahs.'

' There was one old darky among the
herders of this drove who, despite his
more than seventy years, had never
before seen a railroad train. His name
was Mose, and his face was as black as
his teeth were white, both being the limit
of their lines. Old Mose had been reared
as the body servant of the master of the
plantation where he had spent his early
years as a slave, and he had the
courtesy of a Chesterfield.
"We puffed up to L<inden early that

morning Just as the herd got in sight, i

coming over the road, with Mose trot- I
ting in front, eager to see the railroad. |
Seeing it, he immediately lost hia head
and heart. Regardless of the overseer's
threats, he abandoned all care of the
cattle and trotted up and down, regardingour scarred old freight train its
though it was chief of the seven wonders.When one of the brakemen told
him he could sit on the steps of the
caboose while they were Bhunting the
cars back and forth during the loading,
his delight knew no bounds. No millionairein his ten-thousand-dollar motor
car was ever as proud as Mose perched
on the rear of that caboose and shifting
to and fro along the tracks as the caboosewas pushed now forward, nowback.
"Then some one pointed to a faint

smoke far down in the Shenandoah valley;it was the morning passenger train,
t_ .

uuuiiu lur n asiimgioii, jusi running into
Front Royal. A moment afterward, the
station agent came to me with instructionsto clear the main trao* as that
train was due in about fifteen or twenty
minutes.
"The caboose on which Mose was riding

had been kicked over on a small spur,
but it did not quite clear the main line.
Accordingly. I hailed a passing brakemanfrom one of the other freight trains
that was there to take cattle and told
him to go down and run the thing out on
the main track and 1 would send the
engine down to pick it up and kick it in
on a better switch.

*
* *

"Now, this 'orakeman. who had been
so busy with his loading that he had
not observed Mose, when he approaches,
the caboose and saw- a negro sitting
there on the steps, took him for a, train
helper about the station yard. Accordingly.thinking the fellow would have
sense enough to know what to do, he
went to the front brake that was on.
threw it off and then, jumping down
and trotting ahead of the caboose, as it
now moved slowly down the grade, openedthe switch and allowed it to roll on to
the main track that ran down toward
the Shenandoah valley.
"As the caboose ran slowly by where
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play with such skill as to draw out the
full sweetnesB of both. In an easy and
natural fashion each day turns out to bo
an opportunity, a series of opportunities,
for every one to climb toward the goal
of her own Betting. These girls live up
to laws of their own making.the hardest
lesson of all for any democracy to learn.
They secure a working hold on the necessarygive-and-take of life. This is a

happy story full of the feeling and intent
that lie at the heart of the camp fire
association. A fine feature of it is that
both the author find the "guardians"
whom she is compelled to set over the
camp leave matters eo fully to the girls
themselves. These have the joy and the
advantage of actually living among their
peers, an uncommon experience in these
davs of over-cosseted childhood, Mrs.
Thurston has absolutely none of the fussinessthat seizes upon even sensible
women when they come in contact with
couaren. one iim-h jiuiic n an ul mc supervisingattitude. She does not admonish.She makes no little sermons.
The girls are their own sermons. In a

word, Mrs. Thurston is a girl herself.
when she Is not a boy, as she was in her
two earlier stories.feeling exactly as

girls do about every sort of thing.
Women should read this charming book.
It will show them what sensible and capablebeings girls are upon the chance
to be.

COURT MASQIES OP JAMES I: Their
Influence on Shakespeare and the
Public Theaters. By Mary Sullivan,
Ph.D. illustrated. New York: G.
P. Putnam's Sons.

A curious and interesting use of the
play conies out in Miss Sullivan's study
of ttjo masques of the court of James I.
These elaborate stage Inventions were, it
appears, one of the chief instruments of
diplomacy, a means directly calculated
to permit the king to show his favor to-
ward this continental monarch, his disfavortoward that one, through the treatmentaccorded ambassadors at James'
court upon the presentation of a masque.
The ambassador bidden by the king, or
the one first bidden by him. was publicly
known to represent the country toward
which the royal ear was inclining. At
this particular time France and Spain, at
odds, were each suing for England to
support her against the other. Therefore.while a play was in preparation
their ambassadors went from chill to
fever, and back again, in fearsome anticipation,while the countries behind them
were stricken with like fluctuations of
hope and apprehension. In those days, at
least, a king's favor was a fickle, seesawingthing. So the fact that at one
masque the Spanish ambassador was the
sole recipient of the court's elaborate
civilities was no sign that at the nextoneFrance would not appear in the ascendancy.A very intricate, and endless,
and puzzling ceremonial of precedence
attended this diplomatic function of the
masque, constituting a kind of barometricscale of highs and lows in royal
areas, from which a breathless public
might discern developing storm centers.
This early political use of the masque
becomes the foundation of this volume.
Searching among original manuscripts
for the facts of this matter the author
gathers out of it an astonishment of inWILD
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he stood at the switch, he called to Mose,
who had arisen, and was standing on

the car platform, to set the brake, and
started back to call the engineer down
to pick it up.
"But, glancing around, however, after

he had gone a short distance, he was

astonished to see the caboose slipping
down the main line, while Mose, delightedwith the sensation of increasing
speed, was standing grinning back at him
like a Cheshire cat.
"Running back with all speed, the

brakeman shouted to Mose to set the
brakes, but it was all Sanscrit to Mose,
who didn't know a car brake from a driving-rod.He thought, poor'soul. that the
man was gesticulating at him to have rf
good time, and so lie' waved his arms

and shouted back a wild primitive yell of
delight, while faster and faster the car

slipped down the grade.
"Then the brakeman, finding he could

not overtake the fleeing caboose, turned
back, and as he did so he caught sight of
the smoke of the passenger train somewhereabout Front Royal. Frozen and
speechless with the thought, he hurried
up to me, who had not seen the occurrencefrom where I stood behind a string
of cars, and pulling me out, pointed to
the caboose, now more than a hundred
yards down the mountain and gaining
Bpeed every moment.
In the vague hope that the mail train

had not left Front Royal, I rushed into ,

the telegraph office and seizing the key,
called up that town.
"The passenger train, so Front Royal

ticked back, had just left!
*

* *
"T immediately dispatched four men on

a pump-car and with a pocket telegraph
to follow the wild caboose and report to i

me whatever the catastrophe might be. !
It was the one time in my life that I
prayed for a car to jump the track; for,
as far as I could see. the only hope of
salvation for the pasenger train that was

'

probably even then puffing its way up the I
mountain grade, was for Mose and his
caboose to jump the track. Otherwise,
he would crash into that devoted train
with a driving shock that would spread
utter destruction.
"And thus, while some hurried down

the grade, the rest of us sat there in
agony, unable to do anything, our imaginationspicturing the frightful wreck that
had not yet.but that we knew must
happen within a few minutes. (
"But none of these harrowing thoughts r

were disturbing Mose. As the car, gainingmomentum with every turn of the r

wheel, on the steep mountain grade, slid «

swiftly out of sight down the hill, the e
darky, who thought all this was a treat v
prepared for him by the kind railroad *

folks, moved out to the front platform
to get a better view of the scenery that *
was now hurrying by. a

"Taking his stand by the brake handle,
Mose drank In the wind by that whistled c
past his ears, while the caboose reeled
drunkenly around the curves,. Mose
swayed joyously with it. They rattled r

over quivering bridges, they thundered '

through rocky cuts, they rumbled along v
deep tills and roared through black tun- e
nels.Mose and the caboose! And all the
time the devoted car whirled faster and "

faster on its devoted way.
"As they whizzed through the little 1

settlement of Wapping a gang of aston- gished section hands had just time to
1 r» fvntM +Via tronlr no tkn fl \rin or Pa p
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sweeping without warning out of a cut, n
shot by at the speed of fully sixty miles <1
an hour. But some of them were able "

to glimpse upon the front platform a
grinning darky, waving gleefully to
them and bellowing out some old aong
of camp-meettng time.and never about
him the slightest expression of fear! At
Happy Creek siding, the boarding-house
man, hearing the thunder of the approachingcab, and knowing there was
no train due from up the mountain, for
a moment suspected the trouble, for
years before, another car with a broken
brake had run away down that hill,
leaped the track at Happy Creek and
killed all hands. But even as the
thought of turning the switch and
wrecking the car to save the mail train
formulated itself in hia brain Mose and
his caboose went thundering, clattering,
roaring by, and were gone!

a
* *

"The pace grew faater; Are snapped
from the spinning, whirring, humming
wheels; as they sung their song of
triumph to the speed god, while the car,

dashing down a tangent, would strike
a curve, and the flange, driven by the
tremendous momentum, would bite on

the rail and ride upon it. for an instant,
only to drop hack with a sickening
lurch. For weeks altar that wild ride.

&S1NC2&J1
teresting detail on the subject This,
taken together, constitutes a very vivid
picture, as well as a completely authentic
one of court amusements turned to the
important uses of International relationships.An admirable supplement to the
history of the period.
THE HOUSE OF THANE. By ElizabethDejeans, author of "The Far

Triumph, etc. Illustrated by FrederickC. Yohn. Philadelphia: J. B.
Lippincott Company.

The American self-made man, such as
comes under the head of "magnate," is
nww flxed feature of current novels.
The formula for his making: appears to
run something like this: A pinch of
Rockefeller, a grain of Morgan, a dash
of Hkrriman, a dust of Hill, a fillip of
Carnegie and a lot of Juet man. The mixtureunder certain individual manipulationsby the author comes out as some
variant of the American financier. Such
is John Thane, the hero of this story, or
better, the story itself. Mrs. I>ejeans
goes to a novel's length in painting portraitsof John Thane. Front face, side
face, the man standing, sitting, reclining,
full length and half. Mood after mood,
trait upon trait, come to the surface
under this painstaking and insistent
artistry. To be sure, other people appear,they come and go. things happen,
events befall, but these are only so many

lights turned on John Thane. Wife and
son, friends and mistress, business, ambitions.disappointments, losses, recoveries.are but measures of the man,

gauges of his nature, and otherwise of
no consequence. It is a workmanly story,
dramatic, realistic, entirely focussed and
consistent. An Intensely modem, wholly
American story.

THE SCARLET RIDER. By Bertha
Runkle, author of "The Helmet of
Navarre," etc. New York: The CenturyCompany.

The Isle of Wight would appear too

small by half to make harborage for all
the exciting doings of this romantic tale.
At the bottom of the lusty adventure.
the dynamo of the whole complex.is a

mysterious highwayman, the Scarlet

Rider. Here is a rascal who takes toll

of the unwary wayfarer with such elegance
of manner as to wrap even the victim in

a glow of distinction, and with such thoroughnessas to leave no doubt about his
single-hearted devotion to his calling. To j
unravel the mystery of the Scarlet Rider
is the absorbing task here. An exceedinglywell managed masquerading at the
noble house of Yarracombe takes place,
with two double-and-twisted mysteries
refusing to be uncoiled until one pays
free and ungrudging tribute to the ingenuityof the author. Besides, a capriciousromance unfolds, a romance lookingtwo ways at onoe, still further adding
to the general puxzle. The author, settingthe story back to the time of the
American revolution and the general perturbationsof King George and his realm,
secures almost 150 years of perspective
in which to move around pretty much at
will so far as the making of lawless adventureis concerned. Taking full adi
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the section foreman along that grade
found the prints and dents where the
flanges of the wheels had ridden upon
the top of the rail* for a rod and then
mercifully swung back into place.
"And still faster swept the car; Mose

had now stopped singing, for he could
not open his mouth against the terrific
blast that speed of fully eighty miles an

hour created. So violent had now grown
the shocks when the car. took a curve

that. Mose (without the slightest fear
of leaving the track, for he had implicit
confidence in the white man's science),
found it necessary to sit down lest he
be hurled from his standing place like
a stone from a catapult. What kept it
on the track, unless it was the hand of
Providence, none has been able to determine,for our running speed down
that hill was limited to thirty miles an

hour.and a runaway car would easily
make three times that speed.

* * fin
'"And then, at lengm, wneu U1C U'l «*. |

pace had reached a point where all things
had lost their outlines and the entire
landscape was but a blur; when it seemedthat the merest fraction more of speed
would send that car to perdition, the bottomof the grade was reached at Green
Hill siding, and thundering over the rusty
frogs of the switches at a speed they
had never felt before. Mose and his
caboose started up the half-mile grade
that led to the valley.
"And here his luck still stayed with him.

The countergrade swiftly checked the impetusof the car, but it had sufficient
momentum to run to the top of the

grade. As it paused there a moment, beforeit started back down the short descent,Mose jumped out and ran to greet
the passenger train Just then coming in

sight down a straight piece of track. The

engineer, who had spied the caboose,
stopped in wonder at a ragged negro
standing in the middle of the track wildlyand gleefully waving his arms for him
to halt.
"When Mose told his story, he was

INVINCIBLE IGNORANCE. !
. j

By DR. FRANK CRANE.

(Copyright. 1913, by Frank Crane.)

The Chesterton case in England, where
>cil Chesterton was convicted of crimilallibel in that he charged in his weekly
lewspaper that Godfrey Isaacs had exrtedImproper Influence upon the govramentin regard to the contracts for
irireless telegraphic service, brought
orth from the mouth of the presiding
udge a new pharse, "Invincible Ignornce."
Only once in a while does a consummate
xpresslon like Grant's ."unconditional
urrender" or Grover Cleveland's "inocuousdesuetude," or Mayor Gaynor's
'Spissltude" capture the ears of the
irnHH Tho felicitous epithet Is as

pochal as the great poem or the popuirair, and as Inexplicable.
Wherefore, re "Invincible Ignorance."
et us animadvert, annotate, gloss and
;ently expound.
Item: The phrase in question means igorancethat cannot be conquered by evilenceand reason. Query: Is there any
'vincible ignorance"? Answer: There is
tot; for when you find Ignorance that
mows itself and Is hospitable to persuailon,verily it Is not Ignorance at all, but
risdom of the highest type.
Item: While facts are proverbially
tubborn yet In this connection it might
te well to point out that non-facts are a
leal stubborner.
Item: The royal refuge and ermine robe

>f "invincible ignorance" Is that gilded
tumbug called ''superiority," particularly
superiority of blood, race or family;
vhich is manifest in them that hold to
ho following creeds:
That the Jones are all better than the

Imiths;
That negroes, Japanese and Chinese

ire by nature Inferior to American white
oiks;
That civilization, Christianity and culureare coterminous with stovepipe hats^

>le and Wednesday evening meeting. '

And that people who have money they
jever earned, especially those who inleritmoney, are of a better brand of
lesh than those who work for a living.
The trouble with the man Chesterton is
hat he is a Jew-baiter. When one lets
n race or class prejudice at the door, his
ntelligence flies out of the window.
Item: Is It not curious that we cantotsay "invincible knowledge." for all
Knowledge is amendable and teachable;

e

vantage of this privilege, Mies Runkle a
Invents an uncommonly good story of 1
the kind that passes under the name s
"romantic." o

1
MICHELANGELO; A Record of Hts c

Life, as Told tn His Own Letters B
and Pagers,. Translated and edited a
by Robert W. Garden, A. R. I. B. A., t
author of "The City of Genoa." q
Boston: Houghton Mifflin Company, v

This volume has for literary predecessorsa library of "lives" of Michelangelo, ^admittedly the supremest threefold genius c
the world has ever known. Writer after ti
writer has contributed each his share towardimmortalizing the great Florentine ^
Oo aotilntoe' no 1n tor o flookifa/if Half

svuipwi, yauii^i auu »ivuucv«.| w»( ^
oddly enough, it remains for the present s

author to give an intimate glimpse Into h
the personality of the man. This human n

interest is supplied by Michelangelo's own '

letters, which Dr. Garden has copied from ^

original documents in the British Museum c
and from the archives in Florence. They p
show that the artist suffered privation to a
enrich his father and brothers, who were tl
ungrateful, and that hlngs, prelates and S
princes who order Imposing monuments, a
statues and canvases are seldom gener- o
ous and not always punctual in the mat- n
ter of pay. One can fairly see the lonely "

worker in the messages he pens to his
people, who take his benefactions as a
matter of course. In an introductory
summing of Michelangelo's character the
writer concludes: "He had as little in
common with the artists of his day as
with other men. He lived doubly alone in j,
the bewildering renaissance world of
Rome. As there were none In art great t!

enough to be his rivals, it would almost s

seem that, among men there were none p
great enough to be his friends. The love 8,
of woman came not into his life; he had ,
espoused Art alone, but she bore him
children so superlatively wonderful that,
like theft- father, they need fear no rivals." v

The dozen illustrations include reproduc- g
tions of sculpture, paintings, frescoes and y
work on St. Peter's at Rome, together B
with a copy'from an engraving of Michelangelo-by Qiulio Bonasoni, in the print a
room of the British Museum. 0

V. V.'S EY1CS, By Henry 8ydnor Har- f!
risnn, author of "Queed." With
illustrations. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Company. ^

Another novel by the author of "Queed"
is immediately assured of attention, for
that story produced in the minds of ltB
readers the Impression of a man who not
only had a good story to tell, but who
told it artistically, strongly, 6ympatheti- g
cally. Nor is this expectation disappoint- t,
ed in the reading of "V. V.'s Eyes," by ^
which unusual title Mr. Harrison's latest y
offering Is known. The same intimacy of *

understanding, the same delicate touch, °

the same sweep of comprehension and the n

same fineness of expression are here as In d
"Queed." This is the story of a girl of a a
rich family in a southern city who, aided t
by the truth-compelling eyes of Dr. Vivl- j
an. a young, almost penniless philanthro- tl
pist, who is giving, his life to the poor, b
evolves from a position of complacent ©

taken on board, and the engineer gingerly
felt his way down the short grade to the n
foot of the mountain. Here he found e
Mose's caboose; which, after swinging to
and fro up the grades a few times, had
settled quietly at the bottom. A few ®

moments later the men on the pump car o

came -flying down the mountain from p
Ldnden, looking for fragments. They told f
their story to the train crew. g

* d
* * d

"That bunch of worthies were doubtful f
as they toiled up the mountain grade to
Lindon, whether to reward old Mose for Q
his presence of mind In getting off the s
caboose and hailing the approaching a

train, or to tar and feather him for near- u
ly causing a wreck. Tar and feathers, d
however, were not at hand, so they took i<
up a collection among the passengers. tl
easy money In their thankful state.and ii
when -lose landed at Linden and relieved a

our overwrought feelings with the news

that nothing had been lost, he had (6.35 °

in his pocket. b
"But there was no doubt about the tl

viewpoint which the negroes back in d
Ranoahannock tcfok of Mose's escapade, h
Not even his namesake, who crossed the v

Red sea dryshod or went to heaven In a 3'
chariot of Are.or was it old Moses who 8

did that stunt?.ever had such reverence
bestowed on him as was offered Moses "

by his colored folks on his return to
Rappahannock. Ever since that day he
lias been an authority on every question S(
that arises among the darky folk, all g(
the way from the river to the Cobbler t)
mountains. And Mose, shrewd blackamoor fo
that he is, keeps his fame alive by inter- cl
polating In every conversation some ref- ti
erence to before or after "de time what it

I rid de cyah down de mountin* faster'n
what any man, white or black, ever rid H
befo.' " h

S
.^ ..i n

and that It Is Ignorance alone that Is
granite hard? _

Item: The populace, by that Instinctive
art it has of seising and picturesquely
expressing truth, has already furnished
a shorter and a harder word for the_j)ossessorsof "invincible ignorance,to wit: '

"Bonehead." £
And the hymn of the bonehead is:

"Verily, we are the people, a.nd when we

die wisdom shall die with us."

Union Square Flower Market. \\
From the New York World. a

With the passage by the board of alder- ft
men of an ordinance providing for a w
flower market In Union 8quare, tills en- aj
terprlse, which the Central Mercantile
Association has been long working for.
appears likely to be realized before the 18

month is out. The movement has many r<

supporters and few. If any, opponents. w

The merchants of the district wish It as
a new attraction for their section of (he
city. Flower growers wish It as a new
nnrtr.rflinitv for the disDlav of their roods.
The public wishes It as a new ornament
to the park and as a place where flowers
of price not beyond the reach of the Cj
everyday income can be had in abundance ai
and in large variety. Such a market jli
should have been set up long ago. It is w
a safe prediction that within a short time fc
the square would be one of the chief show c]
places and most attractive resorts of the
city, not merely rivaling the Madeleine >j
in Paris and Covent Garden In London, Q1
but surpassing them. "

ai
w
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The Stenographer.Whet is wrong. '

Sirs Grimbattle/ th
Mrs. Grimbattle . lou're spelled reHenry with a capital H. Don't yn« m,

know^ that Henry la a metre aiae'e ha

- tt
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elflshness and utter Ignorance of life aa I
t Is lived by the people, into complete I
ympathy. To reach this state of develipmentshe passes through bitter trials,
rhe story begins with a complication I
aused by her ambitious mother, who
eeks for her daughter an alliance with
. wealthy metropolitan family. From
his ramify factors that affect the subseuentcareer of the beautiful girl, before
rhom the scion of this rich house lays
its name and fortune. It is Dr. Vivian
rho focalizes the Influences upon her, not
irectly, or consciously, but through the

WU nAeennoKtV hlfl
ompriiuiK yuwei vi uia h*.* >%#,

ruthfulness and his sincerity. She only
fleets him & f«w times in her life and yet
e dominates her. There are tears here,
ears of sympathy and of humor, extraotdby Mr. Harrison's high art of simple
tory telling. And, then again, there is
lughter, and again indignation. This is
0 preachment, although it deals largely
rlth the shameful manner in which facuryconditions develop regardless of the
relfare of workers. If anything it is a
all for Lha truth, a protest against hyocrlsyand sham and concealment. Vivinhimself appears only Incidentally, ailoughhis personality permeates and
overns the narrative. The tale ends In
tragedy, and yet it leads to the uplift

6 character and a freedom of spirit. A
pmarkable story, worthy successor of
Queed."
IASTERPIRCES OF MYSTERY. By
Anna Katharine Green, author of
The Leavenworth Case," etc. New
York: Dodd, Mead & Co.

Mrs. Green has not fully lived up to
er' reputation as a teller of mystery
ties in this collection of nine short
torles, which have appeared in monthly
ublications heretofore, and are now asembledas a book. There is something
1 her style of treatment that demands
sngth and breadth and thickness, and
then she undertakes to put forth the
olution of a crime or other mystery
rlthin the -brief limitations of a short
tory she falls to carry conviction. For
ftstance, "The Amethyst Box" has an
rtificial quality due largely to the lack
f space. Characters in a mystery story
hould talk as nearly like people In real
fe a« it is possible to make them, but
omehow in these nine tales Mrs. Green's
haracters all talk rhetoric, which is a
it disillusionizing.
INERTY OF THE SAND HOUSE. By
Charles D. Stewart, author of "The
Fugitive Blacksmith." New York:
The Century Company.

In "The Fugitive Blacksmith" Mr.
tewart introduced the delectable characbtof Mr. Flnerty, who was foreman of
he sandhouse in the Memphis railroad
ards, foreman by virtue of FInerty's
wn nomination, for he was the only
lember of the force. Flnerty told in that
ellghtful tale some of the stories that
re here repeated, but others are added
o make the book sufficiently large to
ustify publication under the Finerty
Itle. All of those that are reprinted will
ear repetition, especially such an exellentbit of work as "The Ferry Tale,"

Sidelights on Co
in a Fev

[VTA.SHINGTON has waked up to the
uy fact that it has inhabited alleys.
" * Borne one said alley to Mrs. Wood3w Wilson. Mrs. Wilson manifested interst,society took its cue from her, and
ow the alley problem has displaced
ven "Damaged Goods" as the keynote
f polite conversation. Conscientious,
hllanthropic people have been at work
or years studying the alley problem,
athering statistics, lobbying for remeiallegislation. But at last society has
Uncovered the alley and society is a
orce.

What one does not know doesn't worry
ne; and one knows only what one sees.
0 long as we thought of the alley only
s a convenient medium for the deveryof packages, groceries and coal it
id not weigh on our consciences. §o
>ng as our clothes came back from
he wash passably clean and reasonably
itact the residence of our washerwofcnnfailed to interest us.
We were annoyed sometimes to have
ur darling child elude our watchful
are and turn up playing with little
lack Bailie in our alley. We forgot
hat even if "darling child" remained
utifully inside the garden gate germs
ave been known to fly over the fence.
Ve forgot our foe, the fly. We did not
jst picture the connection between the
table, the alley tenement next to It, ,
ie health officer's placard on this tenelenthome and the little grave in our

^ 11.. a a.

wn lamny 101.
There is one alley northwest with a
'hite school at ope end and a negro
ehool at the other, where the daily
fheduled fights in the alley between
ie schools were brought to an end only
y the colored boys being enlisted in a
Ivic club by their principal and put on
leir honor by & form of self governlent.
On the top story of one alley tenement
ves a woman who is oook in a good
ome in the fashionable part of the city,
he tries to be a good woman. She will
ot allow her four children to play in
tie alley while she is away all day, so
he locks them in. There is a back porch
o rickety that It would not bear the
roight of three grown people. "Here the
Idest boy airs and suns his little
harges. He feeds himself and them. Do.
ou wonder If he sometimes feeds them'
ith food pilfered from the house where
is mother works. Is this your cook? j

*
* *

Treading off from Madison alley neat
le Capitol Is a narrow passage three
tet wide, totally dark. On this passage
re two six-room tenaments, housing six
tmillea each, each paying a dollar a

eek per room. The stairway is as black
night even at noon. It Is grimy, 111neitlng,saturated wttto tuberculosis and
absolutely alive with death. In one

torn a young mulatto sleeps on a bed
ith her two children and a two-month[dbaby. The husband sleeps on a palt.Across the hall five people live; one
P them does fine laundry work "at
ome," and returns fine cluny lace r
imped and untorn but death dealing to c
le wearer. Is this your laundress? ^
A charity worker has often visited a r

rtain "court" in the city. Last week s
il was so changed she thought she must ^
:*ve lost her way. A row of houses g
MiMi hail haan In rirttAdflll dmtlnn
>r years were all painted, patched,
caned up and repaired. The owner ev- *

lently had read of the alley toura of ?
Irs .Wilson. In the last house lives an i
d mammy about sixty-Ave years of age
id her paralytic, bed-ridden husband,
hom she lias supported for years. JThey have a married son who used X~> £
ipport himself but who l;ad an attack n

neurit!®, and about two months ago P
ime with h's wife and two children to
ire with the old woman. So grandma Is *

ying to support the whole family taking Jwashing. This would be bad enough if }
te had two good arms, but thereby h
mgs a tale. J
"Fixed up pretty Ane now, aren't you, h
untie, with all this new paint?" asked
a charity worker.
"Yer, miss, de landlord sure put us In
iod shape. He done fixed my sta>r« $
> to de roof o' de shed, where t dries l
y clos' so they's safe 'nufif row. I do
Isht he'd a Axed dcm when I kept! P
kin" him to two years an* more ago. 11
"I wouldn't a ben In da hospital year u
:o lae* winter with nobody to pay de

.

nt, an' I wouldn't have thia bad right °

m now that I kain't hardly use no 1<
iw washln'." jb<

a * 01
* a

'Why, how's tat, * Auntie?" c

'Ain't I never done tole you? Why, "

ose stairs ain't ben safe for a squlr- v
I to go up these three years., an' every o
snth I arsks de agent, 'Kain't you all ft
ive dem steps patched up a mite h 1 tl
»n't break my neck totinr is dies' np p

>

i'HBLF 15
which tells of kow nnerty hslped his
"general" along In his wooing, and also
the story of "The Oxen That Ran Away."
Finertv discusses political questions and
women's rights and other issues of the
day in an Inimitable fashion. Those who
have never met the quaint Irish sandhousekeeper have now a treat in store *

for them.

PARROT A CO. By Harold llacGrath.
author of "The Man on the Box."
etc. Illustrations In color by

anrf Hi ArtIf fLfld
whits by Arthur William Brown. ^
Indianapolis: Bobbs-MsrrtU Cora*
pany.

Parrot A Co. consistod of a tall, bearded
man and a turbaned Eurasian servant «

and & little green parrot In a cage. They
were known throughout India by this
title alone, rare that the head of the
firm a as sometimes mentioned as "the
man who never peaks of home." It la '
considered bed form, along those frontiersof civilization to be too curious
about the reasons of such reticence and
so Warrington, which was the name be <
signed when he had to sign something,
remained a mystery. Then came romance
through a chance meeting on an Irrawaddysteamer, and with romance came
serious complication. Mr. MacQrath tells
this tale of love and adventure as he al- 1
ways tells such stories, directly, strongly
and convincingly. It is a book to read
to the end when once started.
THE DEBIT ACCOUNT. By Oliver 1

Onions, author of "In Accordance
With the Evidence," etc. d*ew York:
George H. Doran Company.
A few months ago appeared a novel by J

Oliver Onions entitled "In Accordance
With the Evidence," which told the story
of an Englishman's commission of a

crime which he regarded Justified by the j
higher laws of society. That story was
the man's confession, written long afterwardwhen he had passed apparently all
possibility of detection or disclosure and
had gained affluence and an Influential
position in the world. Now oomes a sequel,not so designated but quickly lden-
tilled as such, a sequel which deals with
the settlement of the debt Incurred in the
commission of this crime. Mr. Onions has
not been entirely fair to his readers In
that he does not plainly enough set forth
the circumstances and motives leading to
the taking of human life by James Jeffries.He assumes tbe reader of "The
Debit Account" to have read and remem-
bered "In Accordance With the Evidence."But assuming such a connection,
this makes a powerful sequence of narra- i

tives. "The Debit Aocount" finds Jet- J
fries married to the girl for whose sake
he broke the law. His conscience is easy,
his affairs are prospering and happiness
is his. Then suddenly, he meets one who
knew him in earlier days, a woman who
has had a misfortune and is now free of ]
her troubles, a woman keen of mind and
shrewd in her deductions, who has guessedJeffries' secret, but, loving him with- 1

out ever letting him know, has kept it in-
violate. Ultimately retribution comies, a
punishment so just, so dramatically appositethat even he who regards the
crime as justified roust accept its tetri- ,

bution.

nditions
/ of Our Alleys <

an* down?' an* sometimes he jest laughs
an' sometimes he speak kind a cross
like, but he ain't never patched nary a
step up there till last week. Shore 'nuff 1

come that first cold spell a year ago last r

winter, that.tbp step done busted clean
in two an' down I comes, clos' an' all, a

plumb to de groun*.
They tuk me in de amb-lanee to de 11

hospital an' the doctor says he never (
'spected to pull me out alive; but I jest
thought of my ole man lyln' here helplessan' I Jest had to, g}t well. But
when they got through a 'cyarvin* me

they done tuk away the Vest of my ole
right arm. See here. Miss." She opened !
her waist. Her entire right breast and s
the under part of her arm had been re- *

moved.
"You see. I kaln't rub wid dat arm

more'n a hour 'fore it gives out, an* I
does mos* ob my washin* an' ironln' with (
my lef arm."
"How many washings do you take in?" r

"Six an* eight a week, an' I'd like more
ef I knowed whar to git 'em."
"Why, how on earth do you ever get

through?"
"Lawd'y, chile, I never ia through. I

works here tell 12 an' 1 o'clock ev'ry q
night and mos'ly I never takes my clos'
off 'fore Sunday. You see. the little spell 0
I lays down ob & night tt don't hardly
pay. I'd a have to put 'em on again so B

soon an' I saves a right smart ob time p
that a way." ll
"Well, didn't you sue the owner for

iamages?"
"No. miss, I never sued nobody."
"Well, he paid for your medicine and

things while you were laid up?"
"Deed, no. miss, he didn't. I did kind a G

think he might a let up on d« rent dat
month I was at de hospital, an' I up an' G
says so to his agent, but Dor' sakes. he J

says. "Pourse not." an' turns on his heel g
in' I sees it warn't no use."
Would it pay you to go home with your

washerwoman some night? Are you
irraid to? c

* * N

For years we were blind to the fact y
that there was an alley problem. At
ast we Bee the problem, hut differas to the Q. E. D. Most of us havh
been educated out of the spotty efforts
>f our grandmothers, who bent all their
fforts to relieve specific cases of distress, j
o improve local conditions at once, even

f only temporarily. They were conscientiousabout putting the Immediate
stitch to save nine in the garment of
eharity. We are learning that sometimes
there is no economy in one stitch or In
the nine, if it is a case whsre It Is better ^
to burn the whole garment.
Why relieve one family or ten in a eertainalley, put tham on their feet, move el

them into a model tenement at the same a
ent. If we leave the old slum there to
eceive the next unfortunate and blaat
itm with its degrading, criminalising, sickeninginfluence. "And the last state Is
verse than the flrst."
When the problem is answered It will

lot be a mathematical sum of so many
"

ases of distress relieved, so many sick
'isited. It will embrace an underlying
irinciple of Justice. It wlli touch many j<,
ore spots. It will even open the ques- '

ion whether we have a right to collect
© per cent, as It often la. on our invest- 1

nent In an alley by omitting sanitary im- |ei
irovements, neglecting needed repairs ]
.nd by coining the other man's Indigency,
f there is a usury iaw for the loan shar < !"

here can be one for the rent shark.
It has been demonstrated by seli-supiortlng.sanitary building associations
hat decent, modern, clean and airy 'L(
puses, with plumbing, can be bulk on
aved streets, renting for the samejoi
mount per room as alley tenements,
ud yet paying 5 per cent cn the Investment.Is not a bleeesd 5 per cent better
ban an accursed SO? Are we as Anier3ansfar-sighted enough to learn from
England and Germany any leesons In
oualng our poor?

A Beggar Poet.
rtir the Chronicle.
France possesses a genuine beggar
oe? In Germain XouVeau, a close
rlend of Paul Vsrlalna, who has pubsheda number of ballads and sonneta
v«r the pseudonym "Humills." A ssletlonof thaao Issued tn bosk form
omo years age was very favorably reeivod.In ona of ths notioss or his
rnrk the author was desorlbod by a
ritlo who knows him personally as "a
isn soured by poverty, who dsellnos
3 allow his lot to bo bettered." Noueaulives at Ala-en-Provsnee, mainly
n the alms of the charitable, and Is
"equently to be seen on Sundays amid M

is throng of beggars who lint ths aprosehto ths oathsdral.

s..
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BOOKS RECEIVED. ^
ICH tTZK ASTI.KI* DKS KHKI\I«

HEX HAI SKRKl VDK8. Von J.
P. Hebel. Edited with notes 14.
\ ocabulary by Monro Stern. author?
of "Geschichten vom Rheln." etc.
^«w York; American Book Company.

rHB REPrei.ir< a i.imu a^k >r

Hwmih Vfrar. By Madison
Cawein. Cincinnati: Stewart. KHJdr6 Co.

rn idea or the industrial
school* By George Kerschensteiner.Translated from the Germanby Rudolph Pinter. M. A.. I*h.P.
New York: The Macinillan Company

RELIGION AS LIFE. By Honr/
Churchill King. L>. !».. LL. P . presidentof Oberlin College. New York-'
The Macmlllan Company.

CARNEGIE ENDOWMENT FOR It.'
TERNATIONAL PEACE| Founded^
Deoeasber 14, ItlA. Year Book far
1*13. Washington: Carnegie Endow-/,
ment for International Peace.

rHE TEMPLE of THE LIVING
CHRIST. By A. P. D.. author of
"The Ideal as a Dynamic Force, *

etc. Published by the author.
BELIBVEST THOIT THIS. By A. P.

P.. author of "The Temple of thaLivingChrist." etc. Published by
the author.

A LATIN RRADERt Easy Selection*
for Beginners. By Frank A. Gallup,principal Alb&hy High School. Ah
bany. N. Y. New York: American
Book Company.

ECONOMICS OF BUSINESS. By Norrls
A. Brisco. Ph. D.. F. R. H. S.. Fellow
of the Royal Economic Society, etc..
author of "The Economic Policy of
Robert Walpole." etc. New York':
Tho Macmillan Company.

TACKLE AND QUARTER BACK I Aad
Otker AtAlette Stories. By Leslie
W. Quirk. Illustrated. New YorkS"
McLoughlln Broa

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY. I
i

BOOKS 07 TRAVEL AND CHILDRENS BOOKS.

Among the recent additions to the PublieLibrarv are the fnllowlnv hnnka irfr

travel in various lands. The list in-
dudes also some of the new books In tiMTk
Children's Room.

Voyages and Travels. "

Amundsen. R. B. G. The South Pole. Ie;s
S149-Am98a.
Forbes. £. A. Twice Aroead the World. G18r74tt.
Foes, & W. Glimpses of Three Continent*-.
U2F79.
Kltaos, Arthur. Osptmla James Cook. 19fY. >

flS'KWT. | ^

Islands of the Sea.
* * \

Chlgnell, A. K. Outpost Id Pspua. 1911. G*~
Vox, Frank. Australia. 1910. G2IFS3a.

The Alps.
Bonnay. T. G. Building of the Alps. 0#T-*

1640b. '

Brooke. Mrs. M. L. and W. M. A , ed. Winter
,lfe In Switzerland. 1911. G38-B79T.. v-.
D'Aurergne. K. B. Swltserland In Sunahtae
nd Snow. G88-D267s.

Konody,P. G. Through the Alps to the Apes*'*
4see. 1911. GX-K888t.
Mummery, A. F. My Climbs in the Alps tM'
Mucasue. 1906. G37-M916m.

»
" *

The Spanish Peninsula. -1Bcll.A. F. Is Portugal. G41-B4511.
Chapman. Abel, and Buck, W. J. Unexplored.

(pain. 1910. G40-OS88.
Meakin. A. M. B. Galicla, tbe Switzerland ef

Ipaia. 1909. G40-M402g.

Canada, Description.
Adams. Joseph. Ten Thousand Miles Through"
lanada. G82-Adl5t. ,Copping, A. E. Canada of Today and TouiorSW.1911. G82 C797c. .^Houier,A. S. The Imperial Highway. GS3-,

y

The United States. Descrintion .

l
*"

"-.n*
Chase, J. S. California Coast Trails. G9tk»<-'
387.
Graves. J. A. Out of Doors. California Cn4
rsfon. G941-G7830.
JonDson, Clifton. Highways and Byways of tW"
ockj Mountains. 1910. Gv6-J6X8h.
Kendall. E. A. Travels Through the Northern.'
'arts of the United States In the Year 1807 andSOB. It. lltoe. G84-K:t3ft.
Kerfoot, J. B. Broadway. G831N-K464.

1

Asia, Description.
Aflalo. F. G. An Idler in the Near East. 1910.
flO-Af52I. ""»'
Eraser, J. N. In Foreign I.and'. C,C9-FB67i
Fuller, Sir Bampfyide. The Empire of India.
60-FKV*e.
Kendall, E. K. Wavf.irrr In China. G'B;337w.

Africa, Description.
Gaunt. M. E. B. Alone in West Africa. G7Vfr
236.
Nassau, R. H. In an Elephant Corral. G74S- '

3X1.
White, B. E. The band of Footprints. OftV"
rsssi. ...

FOR BOY; AND GIRLS.
Stories.

Otis. James, p«eiid. Cruise With I'aul Jones.
lta.r. a. C. ihck.
Stoddsrd, W. O. On toe Old Frontier. ' '

Stoddard, W. O. '1 he Bindf .il. '

Stoddard. W. O. With the Bluck Prince.
Vulle. C. SI. SI. M. C.
Ward. H. D. The Captain of the Kittiewink.

Fairy Tales and Legends.
Brooke. L. L. The Tailor and the Grow. llilL.'
TB B79St.
Canton, William. The Invisible Playmate. 189»>
r-C16«in. 'r 1 *

«;<>ikxii, U.. paeoa. xne Adtenturea of PIom*
lio.1*11. 5TB-CMB6.

On. /. H.* Folk Talee «f Eaat and Wf*. JXp* ,

Dickana, Oharlea. Ma*1«- Fishbone.
Gilbert. Henry. Robin Hood and the Mat» *#J
i« Greenwood. JYE-G372r.

. i.

History and Travel.
Ba'urrecne. I.. A. F. de. Memoirs of Napol<*<?n."30142-Pb64ni«-.E
Elaoii, H. W. and MarMill Ian. O. E. Store ot.
a Old V.'or.d. lull. JF*3-E17<52». *

-»%PlsMUJotv, John. I>etbi anil the Purhaj._,i
)<lC2d-K4M.
rirUraoc, E. W. Doroni*. JG35F-G8T3.
Dtia, J tinea, paaud. Martha of California.**'
'941-0147.
Srhcitc. J. W. With the Indiana in the RookI.JF«M-gcl»8ttw.
Bteedman. Amy. Our Taland Saints. jDBS-StSo. .

I'lontherk. G. B. Storlea From Italian KlatttV,W-TTMa.
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